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In this latter case his expression became so outward that it
was as if his whole intelligence was completely absorbed in
the mere act of looking until every reserve of personality behind
the look ceased to exist.
He had been talking to them for some while in a vivid,
lively manner, not exactly humorously, but rapidly and shrewd-
ly, about some semi-official tour he had recently made through
the Channel Islands, when it occurred to our friend to ask him
point-blank what his particular work was.
At this Claudius stopped abruptly, lifted up his chin, a
movement which had the effect of causing the lamplight to
illuminate the tip of his small aquiline nose and the creases of
his wrinkled, half-closed eyelids, and proceeded to reply as
gravely and carefully as if Dud had been an official at a landing-
stage.
"I'm a reformer, sir, a reformer/' he said; and then, with a
half-glance sideways at Mrs. Dearth, a glance that made Dud
think of a bald eagle, with moulting feathers, that he had once
seen at the Aquarium in Brighton, he proceeded to explain
that he had no official job, that he lived on his private means,
but that he spent his life meddling with social abuses. "Have
you ever," he asked our friend, "read the life of Lord Shaftes-
bury? The turning point of my life came—didn't it, Jenny?
But Jenny's tired of hearing about it!—when I reached that
passage in one of his letters where he uses the expression: 'I
have to grub where the mischief is worst!' "
At this point Claudius shut his eyes completely and lifting
one of his hands to his mouth fell into a muse, while he pon-
deringly bit the nail of his little finger.
"You old liar!" murmured Jenny Dearth, regarding him
with what seemed to Dud a stare of doting attention. "He's
always been the same!" she pronounced turning earnestly
from Dud to Wizzie, "Always, always the same! He talks of
living on his 'private means.' As a matter of fact if it wasn't for
me he'd have been in the workhouse years ago! He gives his
money away before he sees it—before he's touched it! He
wouldn't even have the pleasure of doling it out if I hadn't—
and by a dirty trick, too—got hold of some of his capital. I'm
the one who doles it out now—to himl And even that's not
safe. Oh, what a liar you are, Claudius!"
It was impossible to believe that Mr. Cask hadn't heard

